37
XXII.

A vast unbottom'd boundless pit,

Fill'd fou o5 lowin brunstane,
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin heat,

Wad melt the hardest whun-stane !
The half asleep start up wi' fear,

An' think they hear It roarin,
When presently It does appear,

'Twas but some neebor snoiin

Asleep that day.

XXIII.

5Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell
How raonie stories past,

An* how they crowded to the yil!5

When they were a' dismist:
How drink gaed round. In cogs an' caups,

Amang the furais an' benches ;
An5 cheese an' bread, _ frae women's laps,

Was dealt about in lunches,

An' dawds that day.

XXIV.

In comes a gaucle, gash Guidwife?

An' sits down by the fire,
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife,

The lasses they are shyer.

The